EDWARD    THOMAS

The horseman and the horse with silver shoes,
Galloped the downs last.   All that I could lose
I lost.   And then the child's voice raised the dead,
" No one's been here before," was what she said
And what I felt, yet never should have found
A word for, while I gathered sight and sound.

THE BRIDGE
I HAVE come a long way to-day:
On a strange bridge alone,
Remembering friends, old friends,
I rest, without smile or moan,
As they remember me without smile or moan.
All are behind, the kind
And the unkind too, no more
To-night than a dream.   The stream
Runs softly yet drowns the Past,
The dark-lit stream has drowned the Future and
the Past.
No traveller has rest more blest
Than this moment brief between
Two lives, when the Night's first lights
And shades hide what has never been,
Things goodlier, lovelier, dearer, than will be 01
have been.
256